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Life at Five in the Afternoon 
by Deborah Eve Grayson 
At five in the afternoon, most cars are 
Geared for home, 
Rewed and ready like 
Horses headed back to 
Beloved stalls. 
They gallop, walk and crawl on the freeway, 
Eager for the familiar or the comfort of company. 
Some will stop for happy hour 
To bury sadness in a glass and 
Attempt to smooth what will always wrinkle: 
A crumpled marriage, a botched financial deal, 
Work woes beyond the simplified solutions and 
Sagging dreams that have lost their elasticity. 
Kids are already fighting about homework 
They have no intention of doing 
As dinner preparations already in progress 
Clamor for counter space in kitchens cluttered 
With mail. a worn out shoe in need of repair, 
Toys loved for moments only and loose change. 
Somewhere under a pile of clothes, 
A phone rings with bad news. 
The intended recipient never answers, 
While shadows grow with fierce determination 
On a man's face. 
A dog is barking behind a fence, 
Wild with reflex and intention. 
Flowers bloom in the bright, late sun 
As a lawn is kissed by a sprinkler. 
There is a new addition in ~he obituary column, 
But it is not you or anyone you know. 
The clock is still ticking. 
Hope hangs on a line, 
Limp from abuse 
But clean. 
A day is just beginning to cease. 
Left photo by Hariki'Rao 
Right photo by Jiaxian Li 
Opposite page photo by Jiaxian Li 
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Blight in New York 
by Amy Fi liatreau 
Standing on the curb at 125th and Park, Harlem, waiting for the 
M60 bus, as I do every morning. Today there are no fewer than 
4 police cars parked in the bus lane, snarling traffic. The smells 
are exhaust fumes, urine, rotting organic matter, filling you with 
each breath like some toxic event. 
Behind me, two homeless guys sit exchanging barbs. One 
of them has a mattress and blanket, even a pillow. Both 
men are old, raw-voiced and thin. "You black motherfucker!" 
"You are one sick motherfucker." "Fuck you, you sideburns 
motherfucker!" 
The filth is rampant, the ground littered with wrappers and cans 
and ooze and sludge, even climbing the walls. You always try 
not to touch anything. I always fear losing a shoe somehow, 
having to walk barefoot on this stuff. The building on this 
corner collapsed a couple of weeks ago, so now the space is 
wrapped in blue scaffolding and plywood, dark and ominous. 
Black water seeps and drips. 
Across the street. hungry black men are selling wares. Old 
shoes, bangles, shirts, used VHS tapes lay on the sidewalk, 
waiting for someone to buy them. The kind of shit you can't 
imagine anyone ever buying. Taxis shoot by, honking their 
horns in case any of us waiting for the bus decide the grim 
sidewalk is too much to bear. No one ever does. Nearby, at the 
Metro North train station, I can hear a track announcer telling 
me about trains going away from here, tempting me so much, 
so fucking much, every morning, to abandon this shit day 
and just flee the city: "Track 3, your 8:43 train to New Haven. 
Making stops at Greenwich, Cos Cob, Riverside, Stamford, and 
New Haven. Track 3, 8:43 to New Haven." 
Still no bus, and the crowd of waiters thickens. You can tell 
who is waiting for the MBO and who is waiting for the M101 
by the color of their skin: the M60 heads to Columbia and the 
Upper West Side; the M101 goes north to the Bronx. The two 
homeless guys behind us start heckling us instead of each 
other: "Hey, blondie, let me pay you to suck it." They both 
cackle. One black man waiting with us, in a suit and Farakkhan 
bowtie, looks dignified, protective of us, and embarrassed. 
The M60 pulls up and as a mass of people we all gravitate 
toward it. The driver opens the door, and I can tell immediately 
the bus is too full to accommodate us; people are standing in 
the vestibule already, ahead of the yellow line, packed together 
like beeves. He says we'll have to wait for the next bus that 
is right behind him. They always say there's another coming 
any minute; it's never true. As a mass, we all pull back, sighing 
exhausted, disgusted. 'Fuck,' everyone thinks at once. 
An M101 pulls up and those waiting for it move toward it. But 
nothing happens. The driver has to park and go to the back to 
let a wheelchair-bound rider off. This annoys everyone; there 
is no patience for the disabled here. We all watch as the driver 
works the hydraulic lift and positions the wheelchair, all too 
slow, too fucking slow, everyone is late to work . The guy exits, 
and I see that he's Hispanic, young, in at-shirt and shorts. and 
he has one leg. I wonder if he's a veteran . 
Drawing by Ka Lynn Robinson 
Opposite page: 
Top left by Dawn Dubriel 
Top right by James Williams 
Bottom by Sydney Putnam 
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Blue Teddy Bear 
by Goran Topic 
When my eyes first opened in the hospital room, the first 
conscious thought that came to my mind was that I had 
never, in my eight years of life, seen a blue teddy bear before. 
I tried to speak to my mom. I tried to stand up, but there was 
something in my mouth and my muscles were too weak. But 
she knew, somehow; she knew that what I wanted was the 
blue teddy bear on the shelf. So she took it and brought it to 
me. Gently, she laid it beside my head while I went to sleep. 
My mother began to shed tears of joy as she realized that I had 
just woken up from a 15 day coma. 
"He has his whole life ahead of him," doctors would say. With a 
marker they would make lines on my face where a knife would 
pass, and later I would be in the operating room. I was ready to 
be put to sleep, not knowing whether I would wake up or not. I 
didn't want the life ahead of me, I wanted my life now. I wanted 
to go back to my home in Ecuador, to play with my toys, to go 
to school and to have friends . - I wished I could wake up from 
the nightmare I was trapped in, but I could not. It was real. So, 
I hugged the blue teddy bear, with tears in my eyes, squeezed 
it as hard as I could, and in that moment something happened. 
I knew, that everything was going to be fine; that it would all 
end well because as long as I held the blue teddy bear, I held 
the strength to go on. 
As time passed, hospital treatment became less necessary. 
After one year and a half, I was finally able to return home. It 
was hard to adapt at first, everything had changed from what 
Photo by Vanessa Desmarias 
Opposite photo by Sydney Putnam 
I remembered. I could no longer go to my old school. My old 
friends had moved, and my room had changed, but with time I 
began to adapt. I started to be home schooled, and my cousin 
would come to play with me every weekend. Eventually, I was 
accepted into one of the best schools in the country. Later, I 
would meet a group of friends whom I could share my childhood 
and my adolescent years. I became interested in math and 
electronics, assembled a robot that would walk and another 
one that would seek the less illuminated areas. I would meet a 
beautiful girl that would later become my girlfriend. I grew up, 
and as I grew I needed the blue teddy bear less and less. 
On my nineteenth birthday, I was thinking on my bed when I saw 
him. Alone and dusty, colored worn out blue. he was still sitting 
on a shelf in my room, staring at me. Long forgotten memories 
flashed in my· head. I felt the bitterness and the hardships; how 
alone and sad I was and how the blue teddy bear was there 
for me. I remembered all the steps I had taken: from my stay 
in the hospital to where I am today, and how having a friend to 
hug helped me take those steps. As I held him in my hands, I 
was overcome with the feeling of never wanting to let him go. 
But holding onto the bear, seemed like a selfish thing to do. So 
I went to the public hospital, and I asked about kids who had 
been in car accidents, and who might be alone. A nurse showed 
me to a room. When I walked in, I saw a young boy, so much 
like myself 11 years ago fast sleep. I made no sound, looked 
at my blue friend for the last time, and left him on the shelf. The 
shelf that boy will see when he wakes up. 
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My Father is Teaching Me Polish 
by Deborah Eve Babyatsky-Grayson 
My father is teaching me Polish 
In a Mexican restaurant, 
The guttural groans of Eastern European, 
Potato-laden syllables clashes with the 
Castanet clicking of the waitress saying, 
"Si, steak de peurco, polio ala plancha," 
the vowels float off her rolled tongue in 
perfect rhythm with her pen. 
My father motions that he is ready 
To teach more phrases and prods playfully. 
He tnes to find a language lost since 1 929 
Yet somehow is more familiar than the 
English that escapes his short- term memory, 
Lost 
Like light in the sun or 
Shadows in the dark. 
At times it feels as if I have walked into 
A Salvador Dali timepiece painting, 
The memories melting like tired clocks, 
Surrealistically real because I know 
Dad too. is unwinding. 
His time here ticks away in increments of 
"Tsoch chesh?" (What do you want?) and 
"Ya nevyum." (I don't know.) 
On certain days he is so lucid 
I want to bring him back home to live with us. 
Have him help me peel 
The Senses Bring You Back 
by Paula Hyman 
I heard it in the middle of the night. 
The deep, ominous and calming sound of the foghorn , 
Guiding the freighter ships to safety through the bay. 
His beloved "cartuflee" (potatoes) 
As he watches "Matlock" and says 
For the fourth time in five minutes, 
"He puts on a good show, that Matlock. 
It's a nice picture." 
I agree, put the potatoes 1n a pot 
And wait for it to come to a boil. 
During commercials, I chime back 
What he has taught. 
His proud smile shines through the steam 
Rising from the range. 
This memory too will soon be a mirage. 
He echoes baqk, "Pravda!" (Correct) 
"So yeschay?" (What else?) 
And I can't find all the words 
For all I want to know. 
So I hug him and silently beg God 
For more time because, 
"Toy yest moya oych1tz" (this is my father) 
and I am not yet ready for the not so distant 
Horizon of good-bye. 
(Dovid zenya. 
dovid zenya, 
dovid zenya. (good-bye) 
I was immediately taken back to my childhood and laid there as a time traveler, 
Waking up in a past world long forgotten. 
Nothing but the senses are capable of this fantastic journey. 
I realized that it was, in fact today, and I no longer lived on the shores of the bay, 
But in that moment, it all washed over me. as if nothing had ever changed. 
Kaya 
by Monisha Holmes 
Catch a falling star, 
And put it in your pocket, 
Save it for a rainy day. 
I am more than my daddy issues, 
I am more than just a rape survivor, 
I am more than simply another black girl. 
I am an astronaut, 
Blasting off into space defying gravity, 
Much like how my hair spins upward, 
Just ever so slightly touching sunspots. 
I am a Princess, 
Ruling over my kingdom, 
Wielding a bow and arrow, 
Ready to strike because I am fearless. 
I am an architect , 
Imaging beautiful buildings hugged by clouds, 
Graced with eyes that look like windows, 
Building people up who are trapped in their negative introspects. 
Catch a falling star, 
And put it in your pocket, 
Save it for a rainy day. 
I am a dreamer, 
I imagine worlds where peace and love are constant, 
Caught in day dreams during my 3 :34pm class on Wednesday afternoons, 
Picturing what it's like to be safe. 
I am the girl who rl:laches trembling hands into space, 
And while taking up all the mass that I can, 
Kissing each and every star, 
Getting the dust trapped on the edges of my mouth. 
I am a Poet, 
And with spoken words I remind girls too young to love themselves that, 
With poetry, you can slam through every obstacle, 
And even though it seems a litt le illogical the stars are there for you to reach for them. 
So littles girls, Catch falling stars, 
Better yet, reach for them, 
Put them away in pockets, 
And remember, you are more than memoirs written on rainy days. 
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M-L-K 
by Paul Watson & Monisha Holmes 
"Something is happening in our world. The masses of people are rising up. And wherever they are assembled today, whether they are in 
Johannesburg, South Africa; Nairobi, Kenya; Accra, Ghana; New York City; Atlanta. Georgia; Jackson, Mississippi; or Memphis, Tennessee --
the cry is always the same: 'We want to be free. '" 
- ' I've Been to the Mountaintop ', Memphis, Tenn .. April 3, 1968 
"We just want to be free." Or we just want something for free, since emancipation is irrelevant after 400 years of working under chains and 
whips. And so anytime I talk about anything other than earning these chains and whips. I come off just a little bit dangerous. And that's not 
throwing shade, it's just ... even if you didn't hang the people from that tree, you 're still standing under 1t getting shade from it. 
"I have a dream that my four little children will one day live in a nation where they will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the content 
of their character." 
- I have a Dream, Washington, DC, August 28, 1963 
And I don't mean to be offensive, but I can't help but notice that when I say "Black Lives Matter" there 's quite a few white lives that seem to 
get defensive. Trust me I get it, it's y'all wanna hold hands and sing Kumbaya, but why couldn't we hold hands, fo' the police officer held my 
blood whipped hands on the floor. But don't worry I get it, y'all say all lives matter. you know, up until when I was at the protest. Cause, I ain 't · 
seen any of y 'all when the time actually mattered. 
"This is where we are. Where do we go from here? First. we must massively assert our dignity and worth. We must stand up amidst a system 
that still oppresses us and develop an unassailable and majestic sense of values. We must no longer be ashamed of being black. The job of 
arousing manhood within a people that have been taught for so many centuries that they are nobody is not easy." 
- Where do we go from here, Atlanta, Georgia, August 16, 1967 
But this is the part that's never quoted, because Lord forbid these words are used in the context that they were originally intended, that we are 
a group that's strong and independent and it 's evident in our adoption of the Christian religion, our invention of rap, rock, and trade marking of 
watermelon. fried chicken, and white women that we've given the best we could 've given out of the worst situation. So the same people that 
have taken these quotes and replaced them with "I Have a Dream" statements now find themselves with waning patience when we fill in the 
rest of what Dr. King was saying. 
"Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere. We are caught in an inescapable network of mutuality, tied in a single garment of destiny. 
Whatever affects one directly, affects all indirectly." 
- Letter from Birmingham, Alabama jail , April 16, 1963 
So don't classify me as the Angry Black girl when I cry out lyrics of strange fruit , because I would rather call racism what it is rather than turn 
a blind eye away from the actual root. Of the issue, being that to this very day I have to deal with frivolous questions such as "Did Mookie 'Do 
the right Thing "' or "Should it be 'All lives Matter or Black Lives Matter?" Rather than confronting,the obvious issue that Radio Raheem much 
like all Black men who are unjustly murdered in this county hold less value than property, which is what Spike Lee was trying to showcase, and 
can we acknowledge the fact that Martin's dream shouldn 't have to include me reminding you my life mattered in the first place. 
"Let us not wallow in the valley of despair, I say to you today, my friends. And so even though we face the difficulties of today and tomorrow, I 
still have a dream. It is a dream deeply rooted in the American dream. I have a dream that one day this nation will rise up and live out the true 
meaning of its creed: "We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal." 
- I have a Dream, Washington DC, August 28, 1963 
Phoenix 
by Jessica Burke 
The fire sparks to life in the pit of my stomach. 
The smoke plumes, spreading through my veins until the heat consumes me. 
I can only gasp for air until all that remains are the cinders in my fingertips. 
I am reborn in your bed. 
Left drawing by Maria Laura Beltran 
Right photo by Kevin Liyanage 
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Certify This 
by Jeff Morgan 
Are you certified? 
Let's get certified! 
In external auditing 
or fraud combat, 
yeah, then we'll be armed 
and can force ourselves to be extremity practitioners without the certificate. 
No, let's get certified! 
Are you certified? 
No, I'm not certifiably insane! 
I'm talking about being certified. 
certified in pain management. 
No pain, no gain. 
Or contract management, 
which basically means to fuck the other guy. 
Let's get certified in customer relation management 
where the customer is always wrong. 
Are you certified? 
Let's get certified in emergency management and then tell everyone to panic 
or maybe a combination 
in enterprise risk management and explosive atmospheres. 
Yeah, dual certification , 
like in genealogy if I can afford the ancestry.com 
and industrial hygiene where there's almost always room for improvement. 
Unfortunately for you, this poem has not been certified by anyone in information quality. 
No minister has certified this poem. 
This poem is seeking peer support certification 
but is also lacking in project management and public relations certification. 
The hell with us! 
Let's get this poor poem certified! 
Let's get it certified in renewable energy! 
Is your poem certified? 
Then, you should write one 
and get it certified in safety, security, and supply chain management, 
and then it will be sure to sell. 
Opposite page drawing by Maria Laura Beltran 
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Keith c. ~ Elaine Johnson 
GPdJ/P~~-a~ 
: Celebration 
: , _ Circle • ,, 
: Art Gallery 
~i!Mnl~ 
.. 
' 
CELEBRATION t .......... . 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 
Celebration of the Arts launched its first ever student poster design competition in October of 2015. 
Students were given full creative freedom; the only guideline was specific informational text. Prizes 
included a $100 iTunes gift card, the poster to be displayed around campus, and featured on the front 
cover of the program for Celebration of the Arts. This is this year's winner by Kristen Scopetski. 
Above poster by Kristen Scopetski 
Opposite photos by Justin Hearn 
Celebration 2015 
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So Cliche 
by Marissa Newman 
CHARACTERS 
Character # 1 Tom (Relentless, enamored, impatient 20 
something year old) 
Character #2 Jan (Annoyed, disenchanted, uninterested 20 
something year old) 
SETTING 
(Tom stops at the local coffee shop to visit Jan, the barista 
whom he's known for years and has been infatuated with 
since he laid eyes on her. He stops in daily for a coffee and 
to see Jan hoping she will finally agree to going on a date 
with him.) 
(Late 90 's, mid morning) 
ACTI 
SCENE 1 
CHARACTER#1 {Tom) 
[Walks into coffee shop and up to Jan at the counter} 
Good morning, object of my desire! 
CHARACTER#2 (Jan) 
{Annoyed, deals with /om 's attempts daily} 
Wake-up and smell the coffee, Tom. I'm not interested. 
CHARACTER#1 {Tom) 
{Shakes his head} 
But Jan , opposites attract and I'm completely head over 
heels for you 
CHARACTER#2 (Jan) 
Well Tom, grin and bear it. 
CHARACTER#1 {Tom) 
[Grabs Jan's hand} 
Fat chance, Jan. Love conquers all! 
When I see you my stomach is all tied up in knots. 
Shall I compare you to a summer's day? 
CHARACTER#2 (Jan) 
{Rolls eyes and shakes hand off his] 
Save your breath, Tom! 
CHARACTER#1 (Tom) 
Just one date, no stnngs attached 
CHARACTER#2 (Jan) 
A chance of me ever being interested in you would be 
harder than finding a needle in a haystack 
CHARACTER#1 {Tom) 
You'll have so much on the date it will be quicker than a 
New York minute! 
CHARACTER#2 (Jan) 
Stick a fork in it! 
CHARACTER#1 {Tom) 
Rain on my parade why don't you? 
Curtain closes 
Top photo by Justin Hearn 
Bottom left photo by Deborah S. Laznik 
Bottom right logo by Calvin Jordan 
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Alaska 
by Maureen Goldstein 
As the white peaks soar into the clouds, 
the vessel undulates through the aqua carpet. 
The foliage and the wildlife on shore beckon 
the seamen to commune with them. 
The whales and sea lions romp beside the ship. 
flaunting their freedom to the weary, somber humans aboard. 
Enticing them to question their existence 
and their pursuit of a bountiful catch. 
In Alaska, transcendentalism confronts materialism. 
The Florida Keys 
by Maureen Goldstein 
Fleeing the heat, the herd, the rush hour of Miami 
urgently wandering south on the Overseas Highway. 
The ambience softens at Key Largo as the tranquility begins 
and deepens moving past the Seven Mile Bridge. 
With the surrounding sea and indigenous sealife, 
the wonders of these mystical islands embrace and envelope. 
Water 
by Emily Angst 
water 
elusive presence 
floating, flowing, forgiving 
possesses a beautiful, threatening danger 
swimming, shaping, changing 
eternally present 
freedom 
Opposite page photo by Harika Rao 
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Above left photo by Hannah Markowitz 
Above right photo by William Levy 
Bottom left photo by Sydney Putnam 
Bottom ri ght photo by Harika Rao 
Opposi te page photo by Victor Batista 
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Top photo by Victor Batista 
Bottom photo by Grace Paulus 
Opposite page photo by Raiyan Sabbir 
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The Inexperienced Gardener 
by Jeff Morgan 
The flowers have died. 
I look outside to their empty bed, 
and their beauty fills my head 
with dreams of what once was there 
that smiled as I aerated around them 
and nodded as I whetted their lips, 
pink and red as the blood in my veins, 
blood that I will pour in new seedings, 
who, with love, will bear fruit for my soul, 
new visions of beauty that, this time, 
I will follow like the lover follows his beloved 
in the cart of corpses on their way to the plague hole, 
where he will spend the rest of days on his knees, 
watering her bones with his tears 
Above photo by William Levy 
Opposite page drawing by Maria Laura Beltran 
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Top left photo by William Levy 
Top right photo by James Williams 
Bottom left photo by Deborah S. Laznik 
Bottom right photo by Grace Paulus 
Opposite page photo by Jiaxian Li 


Forever Yours 
by Galit Alter 
When I see you smile, I see the sunshine. 
The fire within you, it burns through the night. 
That sparkle in your eye, it glints and shines. 
Once I see you, I feel the gift of sight. 
The angels above us admire our love. 
The demons down under try to tempt us. 
Only a human can envy true love. 
Our love so deep, no magic could tear us. 
When you're sleeping, my eyes linger on you. 
Who wishes to dream when you're in the room? 
Some may say I need to be scared of you; 
Our love wi ll show them that it knows no gloom. 
A love so majestic, so pure, so bold; 
My soul will forever be in your hold. 
Above pa nting by Andy Hirst 
Opposite page photo by James Williams 
Sunshine 
by Celestina Mendez-Miklus 
A gift she was so long ago and given with much love 
She's with me every single day 
I hold her with such pride 
She's tiny, strong, and pretty too, reminds me of Sunshine 
Happy days she's given me her love forever mine 
I set her in her little house, she's safe and knows she's home 
She watches me all through the night 
I know I'm not alone 
She sings to me so I don't cry 
I hold her love inside 
She sings to me, "You' re like Sunshine" and it may take some time 
But, don't you fret, your wings will heal. One day you too will fly. 
29 
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First Date 
by David Fleisher 
SETTING: A split stage, TOM's bedroom, and EILEEN's 
bedroom 
AT RISE: LIGHTS UP, as PHONE RINGS, EILEEN answers 
EILEEN 
This 1s Eileen. 
TOM 
Is this Eileen? 
EILEEN 
Yes, is this Tom? 
TOM 
Tom. 
EILEEN 
I thought it might be you. 
TOM 
Really? 
EILEEN 
I'm glad you called. 
TOM 
Sarah told you about me? 
EILEEN 
She said you and I have a lot in common and we're 
perfect for each other. 
TOM 
She told me the same thing. Absolutely perfect. 
EILEEN 
Sarah's an old fnend of mine. We were 1n elementary 
school together. 
TOM 
You and Sarah are friends? 
EILEEN 
We go all the way back to elementary school. 
TOM 
So how far back do you two go, if you don't mind my 
asking? 
EILEEN 
Elementary school. 
TOM 
Sarah's my sister's best friend. 
EILEEN 
So how did you meet Sarah? 
TOM 
My sister. 
EILEEN 
Does your sister know Sarah very well? 
TOM 
Best friends. 
EILEEN 
I was tempted to call you first. but I'm kind of shy. I think it's 
the boy's responsibility. Sort of old fashioned that way. 
TOM 
I'm old fashioned too. 
EILEEN 
I walk to school every day, and I swear .... 
TOM 
(Interrupting) 
... Do you by any chance walk to school? 
EILEEN 
I think I passed you at Mulberry Hill. 
TOM 
Mulberry Hill? 
EILEEN 
I'm sure it was you. Right there at Mulberry Hill. 
TOM 
Yeah, right there. 
EILEEN 
Where? 
TOM 
Mulberry Hill. 
EILEEN 
By the way, I'm average height. I have dark hair. Sometimes 
I dye it green. 
TOM 
How tall are you, if you don't mind my asking? 
EILEEN 
Not too tall, not too short. My friends tell me I'm the perfect 
height. 
TOM 
Do you by any chance dye your hair blond? 
EILEEN 
Green. 
TOM 
Perfect! 
EILEEN 
What do you look like? 
TOM 
I'm also the perfect height. 
EILEEN 
You're not like conceited, are you? 
TOM 
Me? No way. 
EILEEN 
I was born and raised right here in Stonington. 
TOM 
Are you from Stonington originally? 
EILEEN 
Born here. 
TOM 
Like 1t? 
EILEEN 
Love it. 
TOM 
I iust moved here from California. 
EILEEN 
How about you? You lived here in Stonington your whole life too? 
TOM 
I'm from California. 
EILEEN 
I like so want to go there one day! 
TOM 
Ever been out west? 
EILEEN 
Park City, Utah, to ski. 
TOM 
I think Utah's the most beautiful state in the country. Ever been 
there? 
EILEEN 
Park City. 
TOM 
Me too! 
EILEEN 
Get out! The people are like really nice there. 
TOM 
Best snow on earth. 
EILEEN 
I think the peopl!il who actually live in Utah are Amish. 
TOM 
Mormons. 
EILEEN 
Whatever. 
TOM 
Did you like Park City? 
EILEEN 
Loved it. 
TOM 
I went to Alabama a lot when I was younger. That was way 
different. 
EILEEN 
Do I detect a slight southern accent? 
TOM 
My parents are from Alabama. 
EILEEN 
That's one place I've always wanted to visit. 
TOM 
If you go there, you have to say, "Hi ya'll!" to everybody. 
EILEEN 
What a riot! 
TOM 
Isn't that funny? 
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EILEEN 
What? 
TOM 
Like so funny! 
EILEEN 
Isn't what funny? 
TOM 
What I 1ust said. 
EILEEN 
What did you say? 
TOM 
When? 
EILEEN 
Just now. 
TOM 
It was funny, trust me. 
EILEEN 
It feels like we're beginning to hit it off. 
TOM 
Thanks to Sarah. 
TOM and EILEEN (Together) 
Perfect, Sarah! 
EILEEN 
Listen, I know this is going to sound weird and all but before 
I go out with someone, I like to know a little bit about the 
guy. 
TOM 
Ask me whatever you want. 
EILEEN 
Are your parents really from Georgia? 
TOM 
Alabama. 
EILEEN 
You are so kidding me! My parents are too! They moved to 
Stonington when I was born. 
TOM 
Question. Know what they call the Alabama football team? 
EILEEN 
Yes, I do. Crimson ..... 
TOM 
Tide! 
EILEEN 
Isn't that a funny name for a football team? 
TOM 
What exactly is a Crimson Tide? 
EILEEN 
Isn't it some kind of laundry detergent? 
TOM 
I wonder why you'd name a football team after laundry 
detergent. 
EILEEN 
Maybe it's something else. 
TOM 
Would you like to go see a movie? 
EILEEN 
I'd love to. 
TOM 
Tonight? 
EILEEN 
Can't, I have homework. 
TOM 
Eileen, I'm really glad I called you . 
EILEEN 
I was just thinking the same thing. I know how hard it can 
be for a guy to call a girl he doesn't know. It's like really 
awkward. Will she think I sound nervous? Will she think I 
sound stupid? Will she think I'm some sort of pervert or a 
horrible person? 
TOM 
I feel like I've known you a long time. 
ELAINE 
I'm looking forward to meeting you. 
TOM 
Well, I told you about me. What about you? 
EILEEN 
Well ... I'm going to tell you something about my ex-
boyfriend you probably won't believe. But it's true, swear to 
God. 
TOM 
Did he kill somebody? 
ELAINE 
After I broke up with him, he went to the doctor and became 
a girl. 
TOM 
Get out! 
ELAINE 
I knew you wouldn't believe me. 
TOM 
After I broke up with my ex-girlfriend, she went to the doctor 
and became a boy! 
ELAINE 
You're just saying that, aren 't you? 
TOM 
I swear. 
ELAINE 
You're like making fun of me, I can feel it. 
TOM 
No, I'm not. I swear it happened to me too. You have to 
believe me! 
ELAINE 
You know something? I actually do believe you. 
TOM 
Can you imagine switching gears like that? You never know 
about people, do you? 
ELAINE 
OMG! They could be dating each other as we speak. 
Wouldn't that be weird? 
TOM 
Hey. you think after I broke up with her/him and you broke 
up with him/her, Sarah introduced them to each other? 
ELAINE 
Yecih, you're probably right. Sarah is perfect! 
TOM 
You know, I feel like I can really be myself with you. 
ELAINE 
Me too. The last thing I want 1s for you to feel like you 
have to act a certain way with me. 
TOM 
No way. 
ELAINE 
I'm glad. 
TOM 
Would you like to get together tonight? Oh, forgot ... 
homework. 
EILEEN 
I already did my homework. I was just using that as an 
excuse in case I didn't want to go out with you. But I do. 
TOM 
I feel like som~thing magical might happen with us. Do 
you feel that way too? 
EILEEN 
That is like so poetic! And yes, I do feel that way. 
TOM 
Isn't it funny how life turns out sometimes? 
EILEEN 
You never know, you just never know. 
TOM 
Eileen. my heart is racing. 
EILEEN 
So is mine, Tom , so is mine. 
TOM 
Where do you live? 
ELAINE 
732 North Palm Lane. 
TOM 
See you in an hour? 
EILEEN 
(Looks up) 
Thank you, Sarah. 
TOM and EILEEN (Together) 
Perfect! 
(BLACKOUT) 
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I Love You, Mom and Dad 
by Harika Rao 
In the light of life, 
Time is such a thief, 
For cupid struck you two. 
Thirty two years ago. 
In the passion of love, 
Like the blanket of snow, 
Melting the hearts of you two, 
Like mellowing marshmallow. 
You gave me life, 
Showing me true love, 
Holding my hand, walking 1n sync, 
I live in paradise through you two. 
Expanding our horizons, 
Reaching our potentials, 
Kissing the flowers of affection, 
Defrosting our fears, embracing our strengths. 
You two are the king makers, 
Designing our kingdom, 
Honored to be your kinsmen! 
December 
by Jessica Burke 
She was like Christmas. 
The hint of peppermint lingered on her skin and her hair fell softly around her shoulders like the season's first snow. 
She made you believe in miracles, that a woman like her, an angel dressed in white, could love a sinner like you. 
Like a child on Christmas 'morning, you couldn't wait to unwarp her further to reveal the gift she truly was. 
You counted down the days, the hours, and even the minutes until you could see her again. 
But the light that shinned in her eyes grew dim and as much as you celebrated her existence. she was gone before the month's end. 
Picture 
by Paul Broutet Rocha 
Palm trees and blue skies. 
Didn't look like a day to go to the library, 
but I did lose myself through her eyes, 
reading about her story. 
Top left drawing by Munkhshur Enkhbold 
Top right photo by Hannah Markowitz 
Bottom left drawing by Munkhshur Enkhbold 
Bottom right photo by James Williams 
PS 
E LOV 
YOU 
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Postcard and Physicist Inspiration 
by Topic Goran 
New York, New York, Hotel New Yorker. Address: 34th Street and 8th Avenue. Year: 1933. 
The staff was surprised as the tall man surfaced out of Room 3327 . He was tall , with gray hair. He wore all black. He had the 
look of a man who either could see far beyond the mundane physical world, or a man who did not realize what he saw at all. 
In the seldom times he showed up, the staff wondered which one it was. 
It was the best of love. Not the trivial love that most people have. It was the one that is present between a mother and his 
son . It is present in the reunion of best friends who had been parted away, present in the distress of a father and a son as 
they drafted the young man to war. It is pure; it is comforting. And, it is gone. As she flew away, he knew he might not feel the 
same tenderness again. He wondered if she would come back. 
Humans are faulty: they make mistakes. They run their lives led by emotion that leads them to no clear goal , no big 
discoveries, just circles. It is a waste of time. I can 't be bothered. There is too much to do, too much to research and discover. 
Too much to know. 
Suddenly, he hears the sound of the plate knocking against the table. He awoke.from his thoughts. The young waitress 
was hesitant. As he suddenly looks at her, their eyes lock. She has big blue eyes with an innocent face. For a moment, time 
stops and three seconds seem to become three years. And in those three years, something tunny happened. Surprisingly, his 
mind was not in the problem or in the math, but it was there, in the moment. He was in a hotel in New York City, on a sunny 
afternoon. He was in a noisy lobby, with the wooden tables around him, and the people sitting on them. In the cries of children 
playing, in the leaves flying with the wind, in the warm sunshine passing through the windows, and in her . . . He was looking at 
her. But, the three seconds pass: she blushed, she looked down, and she left ... And he ... he was still there: surrounded by 
people, but alone. He remembered his math, his problems, and he, slowly, disengaged himself, again. 
Emotion ... A waste of time. On his plate, there were three potatoes. Each of them had a triangular shape. while the beet 
was rectangular with curved circumference. The rice was easiest. Approximate the weight, Find the density of beet, rice and 
potatoes. Multiply by the total weight: 
9kg = 10392609.699cm2 
8.66p 
107 
Meal Volume= 10392609.699cm2 / 
1000 = 10392.6333km3 
He stood up. Pick up a slice of bread and went back to Room 3327. From his window he watched people pass, linearly, 
oblivious, and to him. in circles. 
He broke the bread into three pieces. Tossed them. And there she was again. She had come after all. He liked the way she 
was always there tor him. No attachment. No nonsense, one goal, one destination. He saw her and he understood her, and 
she was simple; as long as she had food, she was happy. It was the most wonderful crea~ure that he had ever seen ... 
He had only to wish and call her and she would come flying to him. He loved that pigeon as a man loves a woman. and she 
loved him. As long as he had her, there was a purpose to his life. 
- Nikola Tesla 
(Submission from the Writing Contest sponsored by the Writing Center of the Institute of Achievement and Learning and the 
Graphic Novels Club.) 
Opposite painting by Natalie K. Irving 
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Day's End 
by Robert Guarnieri 
Wow what a day! My boy took me to the beach, let me eat tons of snacks, and the bigger people were all playing with 
me, too. My chests still really hurts, but it's ok, only when I move too fast. I've never let that stop me before. Everyone 
looks so happy, yet when I look away they look sad, I wish I could tell them it's ok! 
We're riding in the car now, me and my boy. I have my head out the window- I'm tasting the air! And a few bugs but 
that's cool! Chest is really starting to throb again; I'm not sure why. Oh boy, we're almost home! Hey, I've never seen 
that car before. Oh, it has a dog on the side of it! 
Time to go inside boy! What's wrong? No, don't be sad it's ok. I'm here, give me a hug! "I'm sorry, bud, but we got'ta 
say goodbye soon." Well, it's ok. You always come back; you don't need to cry that's for puppies! Come on let's go 
inside! I'd open the door myself, but I don't have any thumbs! 
Hey, family! Hey, who's this lady? I've never seen her before, better sniff her out. .. what's with the weird clothing? You're 
dressed like the guy that always pokes me with stuff and took my balls. I don't think I like you, but I'm not sure. Oh hey, 
you brought more snacks? I love you too then! 
Hey, what's the deal here? Why'd you poke me in the leg! Oh man, I feel heavy, better lay down ... "Mom it's not right. 
He's fine. Why are we doing this!?" What's wrong boy? "Sweetheart ... the tumor ... it's completely surrounded his heart; 
if it punctures ... that's such a painful death ... it could rupture at any time if he pushes himself too hard .... " "Son, we 
talked about this ... it's just easier for him this way .... " 
I don't know what you guys are saying, but you're making boy cry, please stop .... woah, I'm feeling REALLY heavy 
now ... really sleepy ... oh hey boy, when did you get here? ... oh keep scratching that. .. feels really ... good .... "I'm sorry 
buddy; it's going to be ok ... soon it'll all be over." What's .. . wrong ... boy? No don't cry ... don't cry ... so .. heavy ... now. "I 
love you buddy ... you can sleep now. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry." ... Oon't cry ... l .. . don't .. . cry ... don't. .. cry .... 
The Things They Leave Behind 
by Paula Hym?n 
A winter coat 
China plates 
Pictures of us drunk after a college party 
A diamond heart on a gold chain 
These are a few of the things they leave behind. 
Things are only objects 
But the memories they induce feel as real as the day they happened. 
Then the laughter begins to bubble up, 
The tears start to trickle down 
Our thoughts have now replaced the physical presence of the ones who left us. 
All of this from a simple ball of yarn. 
-Sir Dante 
by Breanna Devlin 
Sir Dante, Dane of Denmark, donned his armor of the darkest hue. 
Walked, did he, for many miles, moon after mournful moon. 
A knight of noble name, confident, without self- shame. 
Starving, stark, and sullen, filled with dread of meals uncertain. 
Oh, woe is he, more ravenous than a rabid raven , 
"Alas! " he cried, his stomach churning, yearning for meals most certain. 
A little homely house stood haunting, candle lit like life's great beacon. 
"God is grand," he gasped. "The greatest God there ever was! " 
His energy was wasting, waning , footsteps fading from the darkness into yonder candle light. 
He made his entrance known, no knock nor patient waiting. 
The door flung open , frightening the fearing family held within its walls. 
Within the feeble frame stood the knight of famine, six feet tall. 
"Please, I am a tortured traveler. I seek not taste. but food to quench my tenacious h.unger." 
"No sir. " A frightened voice retorted, "Our share is scarce enough without a stranger sharing." 
How selfish could these sacrilegious sinners be, denying him for family? 
They would fill him, he was sure. 
Smiling sickly, sweetly he raised his sword. 
Under night's embrace, he sliced the roasted skin with grace. 
For three moons he had a feast of flesh until he had his fill. 
The house stood, silent, still. 
Cataracts 
by Deborah Eve Babyatsky-Grayson 
My memory clouds like cataracts. 
It remembers only vague 
Black and white ghost images like 
A negative minus the meaning . 
Only exaggerations are recalled. 
That's all that's left. 
The translation of you was lost 
Long ago, 
Like halved ticket stubs 
Scattered on theater floors . 
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Magdalenian 
by Jeff Morgan 
The sun kept rising. 
This became as absolute 
as her gray father decaying on the rocks. 
He is no longer himself. 
He does not swat the flies, 
and the wind sometimes carries him. 
What was once is no more, 
but with the sun what is no more is. 
She sees a pattern in the moon and the strs, 
not a simple fact, but an essay, an analysis 
that reveals a cycle, and having witnessed birth 
she makes a womb in the earth 
and rolls her father in 
while the blood drips down her leg. 
So, the absolute became abstract 
on the walls of Lascaux. 
Exposed to a World 
by Jose Rebolledo 
She was there, sitting on sharp rocks, 
contemplating the dry view under the black dull sky. 
She was there, with pale skin and faded hair, 
losing her breath while thinking about his death. 
She was there, covering half of her torso. 
thinking about her solitude now that he is gone. 
She was there, on top of the abyss. 
He left her alone, almost naked, 
exposed to a world where she doesn't belong. 
Opposite page photo by Sydney Putnam 
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The Night a Stranger Came Home 
by Matthew Mendisana 
Hello Stranger, why are you here 
You look at me as if we've met before 
Did we meet somewhere familiar? 
Like a school 
Or a hospital 
Did we meet at all 
Was it on my birthday 
A holiday 
Or any special event 
Was there night 
Was there rain 
Did you cry 
Tell me Stranger, why does your smile look forced 
Is the seat uncomfortable 
Is it the wrong temperature 
Or maybe it's just you 
Tell me Stranger, do you have a name 
Is it long 
Is it foreign 
Is it real 
If it's a title yow wear 
You'll wear it in silence 
I refuse to call you by your title 
A friend 
A provider 
A father 
You can call yourself whatever you wish 
To me, you'll always be a Stranger 
A Stranger Opposite page painting by Natalie K. Irving 
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Top painting by Andy Hirst 
Bottom painting by Andy Hirst 
Opposite page collage by Andy Hirst 
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DALTON'S FINAL VIDEO 
by David Fleisher 
SETTING: Production Studio: "Dalton's Videos" 
AT RISE: MAYBE, a young woman whose very appearance 
screams self- confidence, stands with hands on hips staring 
at DALTON, owner of ''Dalton 's Videos." 
MAYBE 
How much? 
DALTON 
Fifty. 
MAYBE 
An hour? 
DALTON 
Yes, ma'am. 
MAYBE 
Fifty dollars an hour? 
DALTON 
Does that seem too high? 
MAYBE 
I just want to know how much. 
DALTON 
If it's too much, ma'am, I can lower it. I'm the owner. 
MAYBE 
Did I say it was too much? 
DALTON 
What? 
MAYBE 
Did I say your prices were too high? 
DALTON 
No. 
MAYBE 
I JUSt asked a question. 
DALTON 
Yes, ma'am. 
MAYBE 
Stop calling me ma'am. Name's Maybe. 
DALTON 
Mable? 
MAYBE 
Maybe. 
DALTON 
Maybe what? Maybe we'll get together later? 
MAYBE 
Okay. My name is Maybe. 
DALTON 
Got it. 
MAYBE 
Do you have Cl problem with my name? 
DALTON 
I didn't mean to show any disrespect. 
MAYBE 
You didn't show any disrespect. You just can't hear worth a 
damn. 
DALTON 
Anyway, why don't I give you a few tips. 
MAYBE 
Shoot. 
DALTON 
The best way to do this is to stare right into the camera .. . 
(Pointing to a spot, center stage, toward the audience) 
Right there. Just say whatever you want to say, but try to 
sound confident and optimistic. Put your best foot forward. 
A lot of people will be watching this and they'll be thinking, 
shall I hire this person? Is this somebody I want working for 
me? Remember your objective: you want a job, and you want 
people watching this video to hire you. So try to be somebody 
who you yourself would hire. You know what I'm saying? 
Bottom line: be yourself. Don 't try to pull the wool over 
anybody's eyes. I've had people come in here puttin' on the 
dog. You know why? They're nervous. Just pretend like you're 
having a cup of coffee ... talking to your best friend. 
(MAYBE, expressionless, stares at DALTON a few moments) 
DALTON 
Okay? 
MAYBE 
You done? 
DALTON 
(Pointing to audience) 
Now it's your turn. Give it your best shot. 
MAYBE 
Are. You. Done? 
DALTON 
Absolutely. 
MAYBE 
Then I'll get started. 
DALTON 
Fifty dollars an hour's okay? 
MAYBE 
Name? 
DALTON 
Beg your pardon? 
MAYBE 
Name, what's your name? 
DALTON 
Dalton, ma'am. 
MAYBE 
Like to repeat yourself a lot, don't you, Dalton? And stop 
calling me ma'am. 
DALTON 
rm just checking to make sure because I've had people come 
111 here ... 
MAYBE 
(Interrupting) 
... Dalton! 
DALTON 
Yes, ma'am! Now look, if you need anything, anything at all, 
I'll be in the other room. 
(MAYBE stares at DALTON, as HE EXITS) 
MAYBE 
(To audience) 
l''I make this short and sweet. I've never made a movie like 
this before, but I need a job. Fine. Here we go. Background 
check. My last employer ... we got along real good in the 
beginning ... They respected me, I respected them. Whenever 
I wanted time off, they gave it to me. See. I think the key to a 
good working relationship is respect. I respect you, you respect 
me, everybody gets along. I'm not saying you have to give me 
everything I want. If you don't want to give me something, fine. 
Just tell me in a nice way. Back to these other people . . . long 
story short: somewhere along the line they changed. Started 
not being nice to me. Treated me like I was the hired help or 
something. Yes, I was the maid. Still, you don't have to treat 
me like garbage. They would throw something on the floor just 
to watch me pick it up. And then they'd laugh at me. And to 
make matters worse, they had children from hell, Lucky and 
Jennifer. Oatmeal for brains, both of them. They threw things 
at me .. . for no reason at all ... pots, pans, salt and pepper 
shakers, scissors ... whatever they could lay their hands on. 
Filthy, disgusting _people ... the whole fami ly. Anyway, the last 
straw came just the other night when I was fixing dinner in the 
kitchen. 
(DALTON ENTERS) 
DALTON 
You know, ma'am, I was sitting out there and all of a sudden 
I thought to myself, how's Maybe doing? This can be pretty 
difficult . .. Being out here all alone talking to nobody but a 
camera. Let me tell you a little secret. It 's a lot easier if you 
pretend the camera's not there. You know, sort of like talking to 
yourself. You ever talk to yourself? See, I talk to myself all the 
time. I think it's from working in this place for so long. When I'm 
alone in here, I talk to that camera a lot. 
(To "Camera") 
Hey, Dalton, you doing okay today? Couldn't be better. That 's 
the ticket! 
(To MAYBE) 
Know what's funny? That camera understands me. It follows 
me wherever I go. So, I got no choice but to talk to it. I mean, 
it's right there in front of me. Everywhere I go. Hey, isn't there 
a song called Everywhere I go? Anyway, people look at me 
funny, but I can't help it. Take this morning, for example. I 
went to breakfast and ord.ered eggs over light, rye toast, and 
bacon. Then the waitress shows up, and we just look at each 
other. Then it hits me: I have to order al l over again, this time for 
the waitress. This sort of thing goes on all day long. Anyway, 
enough about me. You getting along okay in here? 
MAYBE 
Dalton? 
DALTON 
Yeah . 
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MAYBE 
I don't know what the hell you're talking about. 
DALTON 
Did I disturb your concentration? I don't want to do that. I 
want you to feel at home here and create the best possible 
video you can. Just remember this: your new job is right 
around the corner, waiting for you. 
MAYBE 
Dalton , I have to be honest with you. You're starting to get 
on my nerves a little. 
DALTON 
Know what the key word is? Networking . You talk to this 
person, this person talks to that person, that person talks to 
another person ... a little tweet here, a little tweet there, and 
before you know it , by God, you're sitting behind a desk at 
your new job! 
MAYBE 
Did you hear what I just said? 
DALTON 
Networking. Think about it. 
MAYBE 
You made me lose my train of thought. I have to repeat 
everything I just said all over again. 
DALTON 
You'll get used to it. I repeat myself a lot every day. 
MAYBE 
Hey! 
DALTON 
You scared me! 
MAYBE 
My former employers are dead. You know why? I shot them 
with a 9-millimeter 1n the kitchen. 
DALTON 
I wouldn't include that in your video, ma'am. 
MAYBE 
They talked too much. And they always interrupted me when 
I was busy doing something. 
DALTON 
That can be annoying. 
MAYBE 
Dalton, are you starting to see any similarities? 
DALTON 
Look, I try to run a respectable business. 
MAYBE 
Are you saying I'm not respectable? 
DALTON 
No, ma'am. Fact is, I like you. 
MAYBE 
Please, leave! Before I do something I'll regret. 
DALTON 
I mean, I really like you. A lot. You say exactly what's on your 
mind. That's refreshing in a person. I get so many weirdos in 
here. I think you and me should get to know each other a little 
better, maybe·after you get through making your video. What do 
you say? 
MAYBE 
Turn around. I got a surprise for you. 
DALTON 
(As HE turns around) 
I love surprises. You like me, I can tell. 
(MAYBE takes out a knife, matter-of-factly stabs him, HE falls to 
the floor) 
MAYBE 
(To audience) 
The other night I was standing in the kitchen making dinner for 
the Lugars. Those are the people I was telling you about ... 
Martha and Sydney Lugar. Well, Martha, a turbo bitch 1f there 
ever was one, decides I'm having an affair with her wimpy-ass 
husband. And she comes after me with a rolling pin. So I got 
no choice but to slam dunk her face in the pot of boiling canola 
oil. Canola oil's better for you ... it's not as fattening as some of 
those other oils. See, I was always looking out for their health, 
but you think they ever showed any appreciation; I mean, 
ever? I don't think so! Anyway, while I was holding her head 
in the oil, I told her there 's no way in hell I'd jump in the sack 
with her husband because he reminded me of Mary Poppins. 
Meanwhile, who walks in? Mary Poppins. I'm still holding turbo 
bitch in the oil, and get this, hubby starts massaging my neck, 
and then some, if you know what I mean. So I got no choice 
but to shoot him in the walnuts. Figured since the gun was 
out, might as well shoot her as well. There was blood all over 
the place. I had to get out of there cause I was getting sick to 
my stomach. So I turned off the stove and left. You're probably 
saying to yourself: what the hell is she telling me this for? 
Background check. You have a right to know. But let me 
make something perfectly clear: that kitchen incident is 
over. I will not bring it up again. What's done is done. 
Unlike Dalton here, I do not like repeating myself. Fact of 
the matter is. I did a lot of really nice things for that family. 
I drove them around town wherever they needed to go, 
took their mail to the post office, cooked healthy meals 
every night. I tried my best to please them. I know I'm 
supposed to put my best foot forward with this movie 
thing but to tell you the truth, I feel sort of uncomfortable 
bragging about myself. So I'll just end this thing. Here's 
my phone number: 666-632-1754. I don't mind doing 
maid stuff as long as I get the respect due me. I'm a hard 
worker. I'll work my butt off for you. One more thing: I'm 
culture oriented. I like going to movies and plays, as long 
as people don't stand around on stage all night talking 
about stupid stuff that doesn't make any sense. Like 
Shakespeare. Okay, so it's 632-1754. If I'm not home, 
leave a message, I'll call you back. 
(SHE EXITS, LIGHTS FADE) 
Photo by Vanessa Desmara is 
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Holocaust Remembered 
Students from The Nuremberg Trials Class created a Genz story expression project in any art form after 
listening to Holocaust survivors share their stories. The purpose of the project was for students to express 
what they heard in order to reach others who may not be familiar with the horrors of the Holocaust. Each 
project serves as a tribute to the victims and as way to share their stories to the next generation. 
1. Delia Sandoval: Hand 
2. Lianna Hoffman: Black and white collage with color photo in the middle 
3. Cody Frisch · "Never Forget" concentration camp photos 
4. Lasakan Cholayil : Faceless man painting 
5 Alec White: Jewish star collage 
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6. Cory Thomas: Face 
7. Maria Hernandez: Red newspaper collage 
i 8. Danyang Xu : Peace/Love rice design 
9. Natalie Bach: "Never Forger 
10. Gal it Alter : Purple Board ; poem and picture 
11 . Corey Cogan: Clay model with broken glass 
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Galit Alter is a student at Lynn University. 
Emily Angst is a student at Lynn University. 
Deborah Eve Babyatsky-Grayson has been an adjunct professor 
in psychology at Lynn University since 2006. She maintains a private 
practice in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, where she counsels people from 
diverse backgrounds in the expressive art therapies, sex therapy, 
hypnosis and grief counseling. 
Victor Batista is a senior studying Multimedia Design in Lynn's 3 .0 
program. Originally from Brazil, Batista has had an active interest 
in photography since age 15, and has enjoyed the opportunities to 
photograph different areas of the U.S. In the future, he hopes to study 
Law and further progress his photography and artistic activities. 
Maria Laura Beltran is a student at Lynn University. 
Paul Broutet Rocha is a student at Lynn University. 
Jessica Burke was born in Chicago but has spent the majority of her 
life living in Fort Lauderdale, Florida. She is a senior and will graduate 
from Lynn University with a liberal arts. 
Nicole Dame is a student at Lynn University. 
Vanessa Desmarais originally from Massachusetts, currently studies 
at Lynn University in Boca Raton, Florida. With a love for photography 
and hopes of one day becoming a photojournalist, she is pursuing a 
major in Communications & Emerging Media with a double minor in 
Photography and Digital Art & Design . 
Breanna Devlin is a student at Lynn University. 
Dawn Dubruiel is a happy instructional designer at Lynn University. 
She has a master's degree in educational leadership, a background 
in filmmaking and has a boo~ called The Girl's Guide to Travel and 
Adventure in Florence, Italy. 
Monkhshur Enkhbold Known as Shuree began her piano studies 
at age four and by six she was accepted to the Music and Dance 
Conservatory of Mongolia. Shuree has also performed with the 
Mongolian Philharmonic Orchestra where she also worked as 
artist manager. She completed her undergraduate degree at the 
age 19 with summa cum laude, and received her Master's degree 
with distinction from DePaul University. Shuree won the Second 
Prize from the American Portege Concerto Competition 2016 and 
awarded to have a performance at Carnegie Hall. She won the Lynn 
Concerto Competition of 2014 and performed Ravel Concerto with 
Lynn Philharmonic. Shuree is pursuing a Professional Performance 
Certificate at Lynn University where she is the only Mongolian student. 
Amy Fillatreau is Lynn's Library Director. Originally from Louisville, 
Kentucky, she's lived in 14 cities in the last 20-some years. She got 
her BA from University of Chicago and MLIS from the University of 
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Texas at Austin. She loves her pets, red wine, cooking/baking, and 
college football. 
David Fleisher is an associate professor at Lynn University. He is 
an author/ playwright and has had many of his plays produced in the 
United States and in Ireland. His play "Maid Service" was published i 
The Best Ten-Minute Plays of 2015 (Smith & Kraus) . His monologUE 
are included in The Best Men 's Stage Monologues of 1999 and The 
Best Women 's Stage Monologues of 2000 (Smith & Kraus). Another 
one of his plays was published by Dramatic Publishing Company 
in its anthology 35 in 10: Thirty-Five Ten-Minute Plays. Fleisher's 
collection of short plays entitled Grave Concerns is in the library of tr 
Drama League of Ireland in Dublin. He is co-author of the nonfiction 
book Death of an American: The Killing of John Singer (Continuum 
Publishing Company). He is a member of the Authors Guild and 
Dramatists Guild. 
Maureen Goldstein has a B.A. in French from Marquette University 
and an M.A and Ph.D. in Comparative Literature from the University 
of South Carolina. She has taught all levels of English and French at 
Lynn, as well as all levels in the Dialogues of Self and Society anq 
Belief and Reason. Her publications are in multiculturalism, French, 
English, American literature, and feminism. 
Robert Guarnieri is a student at Lynn University. 
Justin Hearn is the senior multimedia producer at Lynn University's 
department of marketing and communication. He attended film schc 
at NYU in 2007 and his work has been featured in the Miami Short 
Film Festival, Fort Lauderdale International Film Festival, and the 24 
Hour Film Race. 
Andy Hirst, originally from Newcastle upon Tyne, England, is a 
graphic designer, seamster and artist. A graduate of Lynn University 
with a Bachelor of Arts in Graphic Design and a Master of Science 
in Communications, he is currently the production coordinator for thE 
College of International Communication at Lynn University. 
Monisha Holmes is a 3.0 student in her graduating year at Lynn 
University with a major in psychology and a biology minor. She has 
been writing poetry for 13 years, and is the founder of the poetry clul 
Blu Notez at Lynn University. She will be attending Columbia Gradua 
School in the fall. 
Paula Hyman has worked at Lynn University since 1998. She 
works as a full-time tutor, specifically in writing, for the Institute 
for Achievement and Learning. Over the years at Lynn, Paula has 
served as an advisor for Hillel and as a member of the Spiritual Life 
Committee. Her love of literature, travel, music and art have inspired 
her to write creatively. 
Natalie K. Irving Art is an important part of her life and something s 
struggled with for a long time. Her art is not just work, it's a piece of 
her, as it is a piece of the people around her. Anything that impacted 
her life so greatly has been seen for the eyes of her paintings. 
Artists and Authors - Continued 
Calvin Jordan is a first-semester senior majoring in public relations 
and advertising with a minor in marketing. At Lynn, Jordan is involved 
with the student news publication, the new student-run PR agency, 
and the student government executive board. Aside from his 
leadership and professional roles, the student is an avid performer 
and can often be spotted in musical productions put on by the drama 
department. In the future, Jordan hopes to become a communications 
professional without committing to one particular facet of the 
industry-in Jordan's mind, variety is the best way to keep himself 
from getting too complacent. 
William Levy is originally from Brooklyn, New York. He moved to 
Delray Beach, Florida, in 1996. An employee of Lynn University since 
2014, he works in Campus Safety. Previously, he worked at Lynn as 
part of G4S (formerly Wackenhut). 
Deborah Laznik is a student at Lynn University. 
Jiaxian Li was born in Sichuan, China in 1993 and started studying 
the piano at 4 years old. She finished her Bachelor's degree from 
Sichuan Conservatory of Music in 2015. Besides playing the piano, 
she likes composition, photography and singing. She currently studies 
piano at the Lynn University Conservatory of Music for her Master's 
degree. 
Kevin Liyanage is a student at Lynn University. 
Hannah Markowitz is a student at Lynn with an Art and Design 
major. She is a photographer who likes to take pictures in her free 
time. She took these picture of nature from South Carolina of the two 
birds standing by the ocean and many others picture. 
Christelle Mehu is an editor at TriMark Press publishing services. She 
graduated from Lynn University in 2015. She has been a member of 
the Quest Literary Magazine's staff for three years. Admiring animation 
since childhood, Christelle is aiming to create educational content for 
children through this medium. 
Matthew Mendisana is a student at Lynn University. 
Celestina Miklus is a staff member and alumna of Lynn 
University having earned an MBA in marketing and MS in business 
administration. 
Jeff Morgan is an English professor at Lynn since the previous 
millennium, recently had his third book, American Comic Poetry, 
published in the fall 2015 by McFarland. The author of numerous 
essays and poems, Morgan lives with his wife, Dana, in Boynton 
Beach, and tends his garden. 
Marissa Newman is a student at Lynn University. 
Grace Paulus originally from Fort Lauderdale, Florida and recently 
graduated from Lynn with an undergraduate degree in Film Studies. 
She is now in the graduate program studying Communication & Media 
specializing in Digital Media. Her interests include going to music 
concerts, art shows. photography and the visual arts. 
Sydney Putnam is an editor, copywriter, graphic designer, artist, 
photographer, videographer, project manager and public relations 
specialist. She graduated from Lynn University with a Bachelor of Arts 
degree in Multimedia Journalism and Photography; and a Master's 
of Business Administration in Mass Communication and Media 
Management. 
Harika Rao is an assistant professor in the College of Business and 
Management at Lynn University. She has attended schools in different 
parts of the World and enjoys traveling, photography. and learning 
new cultures. She is also a trained classical Kathak dancer. 
Jose Rebolledo is a student at Lynn University. 
Ka Lynn Robinson was born and raised in Ft. Lauderdale, FL. She 
is a first-year student at Lynn interested in fashion since she was 
ten years old when she drew clothing to keep herself busy during 
grandma's hospital visits . She wants to be a Fashion Designer and 
Fashion Photographer. She makes beauty and fashion videos on 
YouTube which can be found under the channel name"Bronzed 
Fawn." 
Raiyan Sabbir is an international student at Lynn University working 
on a MBA (Major: Mass Communication and Media Management). 
He is from Dhaka, Bangladesh and loves photography, traveling, and 
meeting new people. 
Kristen Scopetski is from Northboro, Massachusetts. Kristen 
Graduated high school in 2009 and went onto study at the University 
of Massachusetts for two years. In 2012 she left UMass to attended 
art school outside of Philadelphia, this is where she found her passion 
for Art and Design. She will graduate from Lynn University in May 2016 
with her degree in Digital Art and Design, with a focus in Photography. 
Kristen enjoys spending time with her friends, fiance, and her dog, 
bee. One of her proudest moments was creating the poster design 
for the Celebration of the Arts! She intends to get a job in her field in 
South Florida. 
Goran Topic is a student at Lynn University. 
Paul Watson is a studen(at Lynn University. 
James Williams is a senior at Lynn University graduating with a 
Bachelors of Fine Arts in Film and Television. He is originally from New 
Hampshire and has studied with NY Film Academy in LA and has 
worked with companies like Coca-Cola and Dreaming Tree Films. 
He is hoping to attend graduate school and start his own production 
company. 
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